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perch with me, was a special friend of mine.    He had a
pleasant, honest and humorous face which, as the days at
sea grew into weeks, disappeared gradually into the under-
growth of a sandy beard.    He had been with the ship since
she was builtin 1929 and we discovered that we had common
ground quite early in the days of the Expedition because I
admitted inadvertently that I had once spent three weeks at
Lee-on-Solent while he lived at Gosport.    Had I travelled
on the Lee-on-Solent Railway? Did I know they had a new
pier now? The town of Lee-on-Solent is responsible for the
memories I cherish of many heartening exchanges while the
wind smacked round us and driving snow hissed into our
eyes and trickled icily down our necks.    Our conversation
roamed over the whole field of the arts and sciences while
our miles of steel wire ran off the drum into the dark depths
below, but returned ever and anon to the quality of the food
served in the fos'cle mess and the probable date of our next
arrival in port.    I became richer on these boisterous even-
ings by generous slices of information gleaned from a wide
and  strangely  assorted  reading.    This  curiously  earnest
young man read avidly.   Through the door in the cabin-
flat bulkhead, which communicated with the focs'le, I often
glimpsed him, when on my way to the bathroom, reading
calmly amid the screech of a gramophone grinding out stale
jazz, the guffaws of a group playing cards and the general
babel of those cramped and narrow quarters,    Everything
he read he kept, like Sarah, in his heart to disgorge into my
frequently indifferent ear upon  the focs'le   head.   The
weather apparently made no difference at all to bis cheerful-
ness but it did to mine, so that conversation became a mono-
logue on cold and dirty nights and my answers became a little
short   On these nights he would say " Fear no more the
heat o* the sua, nor the furious winter's rages.    Shakespeare.
Nothing like education/* or, in a lower latitude, with an
indigo calm around us and a ghostly albatross glimmering
aloft in the twilight, ** What I want to know is, why we